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rebel and an eccentric. He became known as a 
reprobate. Thus there was established between the 
public and himself a profound separation, which 
was destined to keep him, during his whole life, in 
a perpetual battle." 

Was anything else to be expected, above all when 
we reflect that his "Nana" was even more licentious, 
and his "Olympia" the most vulgarly naked nude 
ever forced into the Louvre Museum? 

Poor Manet! a man of profound promise but a 
perpetual disappointment. As G6r6me truthfully 
said : "Manet might have produced great works of 
art, but never produced any." None of his works have 
any poetic charm, all are either coarse or offensively 
vulgar. There is one exception, which we have here 
in the Metropolitan Museum. While on the one 
hand we have his "Christ," an atrociously stupid 
creation, nearby we have his little "Sword-bearer" 
which, in subject, color, painting and spirit, is a 
perfectly charming gem, and probably the only 
really lovable work Manet ever created ! 

When we contemplate that work and think what 
Manet could have done with his really fine talent, had 
his soul been attuned to winning a place in the 



hearts of mankind, by serving it, by lifting it to 
realms of grand beauty — no matter in what style 
or what manner of painting — instead of bulldozing 
his fellowmen with his coarse or vulgar would-be- 
pagan creations, one's heart sinks within one and 
makes us pity him. 

But he was the crony of a band of talented indi- 
viduals, all of them mentally warped and morally 
twisted and denatured by the corruption in the air 
at the time, called forth by the low ideals of the 
Second Empire until morals in art were spurned. 
They and their works were expressive of their age. 

Therefore, about the only pictures for which the 
public will care, after the speculative dealers and 
interested critics will cease to make noise about 
him, in order to boost the price of his remaining 
unsold works, will probably be his "Bon Bock"— a 
good glass of beer — and the little "Sword-bearer"— 
trivial baggage indeed for a man with which to go 
down the corridors of time and about whom so much 
noise has been made. 

Manet might have become a great artist, but moral 
myopia doomed him to remain in the ranks of trivial 
though clever craftsmen. 



AUTUMN BY THE SEA 



The morning makes a light upon the sea, 
Curving before me like a crescent moon 

With slender violet waves that gradually 
Kindle into the fiery fields of noon. 

Line upon line, out to the farthest rim 
They reach immeasurably, pale as the breast 

Of a sick child, and tremulous and dim — 
Save where the wind has kissed them out of rest 

So hard it leaves a mark all foam and white: 

delicate, violet, autumnal sea — 
Like a wide field made for the sheer delight 

Of the cold wind to walk on and be free, 

Like a clear harp made for the eager hands 
Of the September wind, chilly and pale! 

There is a wistfulness about the lands 
When summer ebbs and all the flowers fail. 



Therefore I come to you that guard and keep, 
changeless one, the memory of all things, 

The dreams of all the world, in the vast sleep 
Of the pale waters drowsy with murmurings. 

Here deep Eternity has conquered Time, 
No trace of ruthless autumn lingers here; 

But on the shore the roses cease to climb 
And fading wings ebb with the tidal year. 

Love leaves the body as summer leaves the lands, 
But the waves like the heart remembering moan, 

Therefore I sit beside you on the sands 
That I may mix my memories with your own. 

And the wide, level fields of the flat sea, 
Always the same, reach to the farthest bound, 

With waves lifting and lapsing endlessly — 
And the eternal heavens all around. 



John Hall Wheelock 



